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areas," where even roads are not allowed so that these mountain and forested paradises will remain unspoiled.
For forty years Montana, which in its history has belonged to six other states or territories (for a long time it was part of Idaho), lived mainly on furs. The trappers came up from St. Louis or clown from Montreal. Then fashions changed about 1850 and men no longer wore beaver hats. This killed the fur trade, more or less. The gold rush started in the 6ojs, and a mining camp named Virginia City (no relation to Nevada's Virginia City) became the temporary capital. Gold brought in people, which meant ineluctably that agriculture and stock raising had to come. But eastern Montana wasn't really opened up till Cluster's death in 1876, and buffalo were still roaming in the iSSo's. Meantime the long-horns had pushed up from Texas, and the pirates who created Anaconda arrived from Ireland and New York.
Montana place names have a healthy nostalgic tang. One range of hills is the Scratch Gravel Mountains and one mine is called Molly Muck-a-Chuck-New York; a town was once called Coppcropolis. Among1 gulches there are Seven Up Pete, Buttermilk Jim (near the interesting town of Boulder), Ready Cash, and Never Sweat; among creeks are Fool Hen, Keep Cool, Nary Time, and Try Again.4
You can drag choice Americana out of the state by the carload. For instance Alvin Johnson in the Yale Review (Autumn, 3944) tells this anecdote about trying to make conversation with a rancher's wife, without success. "Listen, friend," said Mr. Johnson's host, "it ain't no use for you to try to talk to my wife. She won't say a word. She thinks she's crazy, though she ain't. She thinks if she says anything, she'd show it She ain't said a word to me for two years. But she's a mighty fine woman, and you can see for yourself, she's a hell of a fine cook."
Helena to Billings: Past to Present
Helena, the capital of Montana, is a mountain village 4,124 feet high, containing about twelve thousand people. Nowhere have I come across more bizarre or typical American contradictions. The civic center is in the form of a Mohammedan shrine, complete with tall minaret; the main street winds through the town like a shallow letter S, because it follows the route of Last Chance Gulch, where gold was found in 1864; Helena, a backwater, contains one of the most brilliantly satisfying restaurants in the whole country; the building of its leading hotel was partially financed by gold found in digging its own foundations.5
* For these names I am indebted to Howard A. Johnson, formerly chief justice of the state supreme court.
5 The town was named by a miner from Minnesota for his own home town, after the first choice, "Last Chance," was given up as too undignified. Originally the